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plump  body  seemed   always  to  smell  faintly  of
flour.

Mrs. Crispangle, whose heart must be filled with
men or it scarcely beat, knew suddenly that she loved
her large cynical husband. Where was he? Out
m the town somewhere. He had gone to play
bridge at the St. Leath. He might be there still.
She moved into the back office and telephoned. No.
He'd left for the Town Hall with Mr. Aldridge.

Scarcely knowing what she was doing, she put on
her hat and coat. She must go out and find him.

The mob roared up the street, shouting it knew
not what. Behind the windows they all whispered:
' The Cathedral! They'll go for the Cathedral/

* The mob itself was aware that the climax of the
affair was approaching it. At the top of the hill,
in front of Arden Gate, it paused. Behind it were
the police, in front of it the Cathedral. Up here the
wind was raging. The lighted stakes flourished in
the wind, but across the Cathedral Green all was
dark* Only the mass of the Cathedral was black
against the oyster-pale sky, the thin moon behind
swathes of tenuous cloud* The Cathedral waited,
The mob waited.

The mob waited, in fact, for it knew not what* It
knew only that it wished to show that it was an im-
portant mob with a character of its own, and to do
that thoroughly it must destroy something.

So it set fire to the Library, No one will ever
know how, or by whom that was done. Nor will
anyone ever understand why* on that night of raging
wind, the whole of the High Street was not burnt
down and much else with it* The police and the
fire-brigade together did some noble work, but later